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Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies: 
Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 

Those  are  pearls  that  Were  his  eyes; 
Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 

But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 
Into  something  rich  and  strange. 
Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell: 

Ding-dong! 

Hark!    now  I  hear  them,  —  Ding-dong,  bell! 

— W.   Shakespeare 
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MARY  JANE  MacDONALD 

Misanthrope 


Slowly  .   .   . 

into  my  mind  creeps  the  day 

scattering  orange  prisms 

through  grey  thoughts 

and  turns  them  gold. 

But  I  have  lioed  so  long  with  Night 

that  day  is  still  a  stranger 

offering  shiny  treasures 

and  tinsel  gifts 

(to  look  at,  but  not  touch). 

And  I  await  the  night 

when  day  slips  from  my  mind 

leaving  a  promise, 

and  a  broken  spangle. 


.   .   .   sea  -  change 
CHARLES  W.  TUCKER 

Down  the  road 


Crass  sprouts  through  cracks 
in  wooden  stairs 
the  frosl  has  parted 
full  three  inches 
from  the  porch; 
timber  rotten, 
each  creaks  beneath  my  Weight. 
The  door  is  hung 

from  a  single  hinge; 
the  rusted  hasp  squeaks. 
I  turn  to  the  sun 

but  it's  behind  the  hill. 
The  dogs  are  barking 

and  a  woman  draws  her  child  near. 
Out  against  the  flat  horizon, 
cracked-lipped, 

thin-shanked, 
the  farmer  speculates  on  rain. 

Then  turning  to  the  dusty  room, 
bits  of  glass 

crunch  beneath  my  boot. 
The  closet's  filled  with  marmalade  jars; 

there  are  cup  rings  on  the  table. 
A  chair  sits  by  the  window. 


left  there  by  the  greybeard, 
tired, 
tired  of  waiting  for  a  knock 
upon  the  door. 

The  wind  outside  once  sang; 
now  it  hisls 
through  burlap  curtains. 
Huddled  in  the  comer, 
collar  loosened, 
scratching  fortnight  stubble, 
I  would  welcome  sleep. 
Let  it  come, 
easy, 
encountering  no  defense — 
let  it  come; 

these  walls  hold  no  spell. 
'Tomorrow  I  must  be  off 
early', 
as  I  pace  around  the  room, 
and  think  of  the  son 

whose  key  was  never  heard 
turning 
in  the  door. 
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Waiting  for  a  better  way 


With  a  rush  of  wings, 

they  board  the  south  express. 
'Watch  your  step' 
Rolling  out  past  the  windowed  fronts 
more 

and  more  remote 
and  with  a  roar  unknown. 
Been  waiting  two  hours  for  No.  38 
from  Monterey. 
The  pot  of  coffee 
long  since 

poured  down 
the  sink. 

The  sweeping  of  the  street 

eases  the  tension  of  the  dark. 
Two  hundred  paces  down  the  street, 
Toe  counted  them, 
red  flashes — All  Nite  Spot, 
All  Nite  Spot, 
All  Nite  Spot, 
uncaring  light  that 
cannot  be  unearthed, 
cleansed, 
or  polished 

from  the  dark, 

yet  its  coldness  fascinates. 


From  a  box — 

'Free  Literature' — 

miniaturized  strength 

rebuking  till  shame, 
those 

unblessed 
in  transit — 
later  abandoned  on  a  bench. 
They  have  read  the  promise 
and  patiently  Wail, 
hopeless 

yet  concerned. 
A  musician  sleeps 

full-length 

unashamed 
enchanted  ulith 

chromatic  footprints. 
The  ticket  man  is  napping, 
secure. 
We're  a  tame  crowd 
of  three. 

Ideas  waft  in  cigarette  smoke — 

waiting  is  no  way  to  annihilate  lime. 

Expectation  runs  clockwise. 
And  No.  38  is  still  not  here. 
The  irksome  nighl  is  late 
when  the  wholesale  traveler 
steps  in, 
eyes  unaccustomed  to  the  light. 
Transit  is  his  science; 

he  nods  with  strained  politeness, 
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Then  reclines, 

composed, 

his  frown  soon  cracked 
by  sleep. 

And  all  is  still  again, 

saoe  the  hum  of  neon. 

Brakes  screech, 

and  No.  38  arrives  with  parched  throats, 
burning  eyes, 

and  the  sun. 

We  climb  on  and  pull  out 

gazing  at  the  Pacific 

through  tinted  glass. 

Tomorrow  might  recollect  a  mile 

that  pleased  me  here 
but  roads  traverse  roads. 


10 


.  .  .  sea  -  change 
GAIL  NICKERSON 

Atlantis 


Self  -  Evident,  or  so  it  seemed 
Self  -  evident,  and  always  there 
Imagery,  unseen  but  real. 
As  real  as  I  could  bring  to  bear. 
Spirits  of  a  noisy  nature — 
Greater  than  I  knew  I'd  known 
Made  the  fitful  dreams  of  promise 
Prisoners  before  they'd  grown. 
Surrender  to  the  tamer  spirit — 
That  which  dared  has  now  been  slain; 
Run  and  hide  from  distant  echoes 
Of  the  life  that  might  remain. 
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JANET  STEBBINS 
A  small  part  of  now 


Hendry  was  a  slow  deliberate  man.  She  had  been  married  to  him 
for  thirty  years,  and  that  is  how  she  had  discovered  this  to  be  a  fact. 
He  hurried  only  when  something  was  wrong,  and  he  was  hurrying  now. 
The  staccato  crunch  of  his  steps  on  the  flat,  red-graveled  roadway 
warned  her  that  something  was  up. 

They  had  pulled  in  to  this  Utah  campground  early  for  a  change. 
Hendry  called  her  his  co-pilot,  and  part  of  her  job  was  to  pick  the 
campsites,  and  she  had  not  been  doing  too  well.  For  the  past  three 
nights,  they  had  been  on  the  gas  light,  the  radio  batteries,  and  their 
own  New  England  water  that  was  still  with  them  in  the  tank.  Not  that 
there  was  anything  wrong  with  that  water,  she  thought  loyally;  it  was 
just  that  it  came  out  in  short  spurts,  unless  she  forgot  and  left  the  tiny 
pump  handle  in  the  wrong  position.  Then  it  did  not  come  out  at  all, 
and  Hendry  would  have  to  take  it  apart  and  prime  it  again. 

They  were  ready  for  a  little  luxury.  She  had  checked  the  camp- 
site guide  and  found  this  to  be  the  last  place  for  miles  where  they  could 
hook  up  the  camper  to  water  and  electricity. 

A  home-made  sign  on  the  door  of  a  simple  bleached  out  A-frame 
building  had  stated  helpfully,  "Office",  and  folded  over  on  itself  from 
a  thumbtack  in  one  corner  of  the  sign  had  been  a  note  that  she  had  had 
to  get  out  of  the  truck  to  read. 

"It  says  to  pick  a  spot  and  register  later,"  she  had  said,  climbing 
back  in  the  truck.    "Could  we  park  with  the  door  to  the  sunset?" 

He  had  backed  in  several  spaces  beyond  a  trailer  with  California 
license  plates,  and  no  one  was  parked  on  their  other  side  yet.  It  was 
November,  and  they  were  finding  there  was  usually  plenty  of  room  in 
the  camps.  Too  much.  It  was  beginning  to  get  a  little  lonely,  she  had 
thought,  as  she  took  the  one  step  back  and  forth  from  refrigerator  to 
stove,  and  the  half-step  sideways  to  the  miniature  sink,  starting  to  pre- 
pare their  supper.  She  had  watched  the  sky  out  the  doorway  so  as  not 
to  miss  any  of  the  show  that  clouds  and  sun  were  promising,  and  she 
had  in  mind  to  say  hello  to  the  folks  in  the  trailer  as  soon  as  she  had 
the  table  set. 
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Now  here  was  Hendry  coming  back  in  such  a  hurry  from  the  office 
where  he  had  gone  to  register.  Quickly  she  rinsed  her  hands  in  the  won- 
derful gushing  tap  water,  dabbed  at  them  with  a  paper  towel,  and 
reached  out  to  push  the  camper  door  open  for  him,  not  liking  one  bit 
the  look  on  his  face. 

"We're  not  staying  here,"  he  stated  flatly,  easing  his  bigness 
through  the  doorway. 

"Now  what?    I've  started  supper — its  almost  ready." 

"Belle,  we're  just  not  camping  next  to  a  nig  .  .  .  well,  blacks. 
We  don't  live  with  'em  home,  and  we'll  not  do  it  here." 

"I  see." 

That  blind  alley  again.  She  concentrated  on  trying  not  to  react. 
This  was  one  of  Hendry's  hot  spots,  and  any  effort  on  her  part  to  try 
to  dampen  it,  merely  fanned  him  to  flame.  A  wise  and  moderate  father, 
a  gentle,  loving  husband,  a  good  man — why,  then,  this?  She  knew  of 
no  reason  for  him  to  hate  this  way. 

She  must  have  put  the  food  away,  and  the  dishes,  and  checked  all 
cupboard  door  latches  like  an  automaton,  because  she  did  not  remember 
doing  it.  They  could  move  now,  and  she  joined  Hendry  up  front  in 
the  cab  after  performing  the  ritual  of  hands  and  words  to  guide  him 
out  of  the  parking  place. 

As  they  passed  slowly,  she  could  see  what  Hendry  must  have  seen 
through  the  door  of  the  California  trailer.  A  man  and  a  woman  and 
two  small  boys  sitting  at  a  table,  eating  their  supper.  Suddenly  it  was 
important  to  her  to  know  when  Hendry  had  noticed  them.  Was  it  on 
the  way  to  the  camp  office,  or  on  the  way  back?  If  it  had  been  on  his 
way,  could  it  be  that  he  was  beginning  to  ...  ? 

"You'll  have  to  put  'two-fifty'  in  the  expense  book,"  he  said,  as 
they  drove  out  on  to  the  highway.  "I  paid  the  guy  for  the  night."  He 
glanced  over  at  her  briefly,  then  back  to  the  road.  She  could  not  read 
his  face. 

"Belle.  .  .?" 

"What?" 
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"I  did  a  fool  thing — I  knew  those  people  were  there.  I  saw  them 
on  the  way  to  the  office,  and  yet  I  kept  right  on  and  went  in  there  and 
registered  when  I  knew  damned  well  we  weren't  going  to  stay." 

"It  was  foolish,  if  you  knew  for  sure  we  weren't,"  she  said,  slightly 
emphasizing  the  "sure",  and  bending  down  suddenly  to  pick  up  a  pebble 
from  the  truck  floor,  and  turning  away  to  lower  the  window  to  toss  it 
out. 

"What  got  me  was,  those  two  little  kids  had  a  dog  looked  just 
like  Dandy,"  he  said,  with  something  like  wonder  in  his  voice. 

"I  haven't  thought  of  him  in  years,"  she  said,  remembering  the 
romping  square-faced  airedale  their  two  boys  had  grown  up  with.  She 
wished  now  that  she  had  let  the  table  setting  go,  and  said  hello,  and 
seen  their  puppy.  But  she  was  glad  that  all  her  thoughts  were  still  in- 
side her  and  that  for  once  she  had  managed  to  give  Hendry  plenty  of 
room  to  think  some  thoughts  of  his  own. 

He  settled  back  in  the  seat,  his  right  foot  steady  on  the  gas.  Driv- 
ing the  truck  with  the  camper  on  its  back  had  become  a  comfortable 
thing  with  him — she  had  watched  it  happen,  gradually,  after  they  left 
home.  Right  now,  with  the  western  glow  on  his  face,  he  was  like  a  boy 
with  a  fish  pole  over  his  shoulder,  whistling  down  the  road  into  the 
sunset. 

We  have  time,  she  thought.  It  won't  set  for  a  while  yet.  She 
reached  into  the  glove  compartment  and  took  out  the  small  red  expense 
book,  opening  it  to  the  place  of  their  last  entry.  Trying  to  keep  her 
hand  from  jiggling  too  much,  she  wrote  "$2.50"  in  the  right  hand 
column.  She  raised  her  head  to  think  a  moment,  and  then  beside  it,  to 
the  left,  she  wrote  carefully,  "For  growing  pains". 


.   .   .   sea  -  change 
JAMES  BRANCH 

Creation 


Okay,  shut  it  down. 
It's  all  wrong, 
Nolhin    works  right. 
Turn  off  the  birds 
Take  down  the  trees 
Roll  up  the  grass 
Wrap  up  the  soil 
Douse  the  sun 
Turn  off  the  rain 
Put  the  moon  away. 
We'll  try  again  next  year. 
Let's  go  get  a  beer 
And  forget  about  it. 
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Why  I  don't  write  poetry 


For  CNP 

And  LSD, 

For  Uncle  Sam 

And  Vietnam, 

For  peroxide 

And  genocide 

An    the  writin    on  the  shit-house 

Wall, 

For  mini-skirls 

And  little  flirts. 

For  birth  controls 

And  VD  tolls, 

For  Apollo  Three 

And  poverty. 

For  London  fog 

And  New  York  smog, 

For  electric  stairs 

And  chairs, 

FUCK  THE  WORLD 
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Man 


Left  lo  ourselves 

We  mortals  be. 

To  set  oar  own 

Course, 

To  lead  our  own 

Lives, 

To  find  our  own  homes 

And  seek 

Our  own  Loves, 

Waifs  in  the  wood, 

Babes  at  sea. 

N  onebutlheless 

Straigh  i-forward 

And  True 

We  bent 

To  our  tasks. 

And,  lo  and  behold, 

Botched  it  up  worse 

Than  polio. 
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ANTHONY  DeLORENZO 


birds 

hop  and  bathe 

in  the  rain 
* 

beside  me 

inside 

my  cat 

Watches 

and  twitches 

every  so  often 

in  the  rain 

my  life 

hops 

and  twitches 

and  every  so  often 

bathes 
* 

my  cat 

watches 

inside  me 
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Hump  hump  sweet  Jesus 


I. 

first  I  need  some  shapeless  words 
so  i  can  add  them  up 
and  throw  them  away 

dispose  all 
that's  where  it's  at 


3. 


then  it  has  to  be  thursday 

wash  day  for  them  that's  dirty 

i  throw  it  all  in  thai 

round  glass  door 

and  watch  it  go 

elbow  my  way  out  and 

home  free 


for  seasoning  i  go  to  the  local  arena  4. 

slop  at  the  gate  and  buy  my  ticket  after 

look  under  the  bleachers  for  rosy  legs  all  that 

listen  to  the  chorus  it  should 

then  cross  be  safe 


6. 
"kill  the  bum" 


but  it  ain't 

an    don't  forget  it 


7. 


go  back  to  collect  the  laundry  8. 

stuff  it  quickly  into  the  dryer  if  it  does 

see  if  the  automatic  change  making  i  pretend 

machine  Works  that  it 

if  it  doesn't  i  ask  some  cheesy  doesn't 
little  wifey  for  a  quarter 

9. 

ya  got  a  quarter  lady?   huh? 
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10.  11. 

i  mean  if  you  can't  dig  it,  it's  a  good  line 

well  .... 

12. 

rifle  it  out  of  the  dryer  into  a 

yellow  plastic  sack 

taking  care  not  to  scramble  things 

too  badly 

13. 
that  done 
i  clear  out  and 
hold  the  sack  in  front  of  me 
no  need  for  elbows  this  trip 
no  one  wants  to  touch 
someone  else's  laundry 

14. 

i  mean  in  a  situation  like  this 
people  are  likely  to  think  about 
what  came  first 

15. 
once  home  i  spread  it  all  out 
on  the  floor 
the  laundry  that  is 

16. 
telling  the  future  from  the 
random  dropping  of  laundry 
is  no  mean  trick 

17. 

i  know  there  are  some  loose  ends 
to  be  tied  up 


change 


I. 
Here  i'm  always  Wanting  to  build 
a  memorial 
twenty  years  old  and 
oh  doomed  at  least  to  frustration 

2. 

&  this  right  off  the  lop 

to  begin  with 

3. 
i've  a  pleasant  past  time 

by  the  ocean  i  gather  bits 
taking  anything  that  will  float 

wood     cork     slyrofoam 
and  fastening  these  bits  in  any  Way 

that  seems  possible 
taking  again  sea  grass  or  better 

feathers  or  cardboard 
these  for  propulsion 

until  i've  fashioned  a  craft 

4. 
(though  i  try  to  make  northwest) 
the  rest  is  simple  conjecture 
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JAMES  PETCOFF 

In  time 


A  pair  of  boots 

Sit  in  a  forgotten 

Corner 

Of  my  room. 

The  leather  is  cracked; 

The  lining  is  rotten, 

And  each  sole  has  a  hole 

About  the  size  of  a  quarter. 

When  I  pick  them  up, 

I  can  smell 

Rank  sweat. 

When  I  knock  them 

Together, 

I  can  see  cracked  mud 

Thai  falls  to  the  floor. 

This  must  be  swept  aWay 

If  I  ever  gel  around 

To  buying  a  broom. 

The  heels  are  Worn, 

And  the  nails  stick 

Through. 

I  can  no  longer  walk 

In  them. 

But  We  still  travel 

Together, 

In  time, 

Whenever  they  catch 

My  eye. 
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STEVE  LULLMANN 


We  the  fortunate 


there's  always  a  lime  to  rationalize,  but  We  usually 
rationalize  that  which  should  not  be  rationalized  .  .  . 


"Welcome  to  Vietnam,"  the  Captain  began;  "actually,  we  are 
very  fortunate  to  have  an  opportunity  to  put  into  service  some  of  the 
theories  and  scientific  developments  that  have  been  advanced  in  recent 
years.  We  have  been  placed  in  a  rather  unique  situation  in  that  while 
we  are  not  technically  engaged  in  war,  all  the  basic  conditions  exist.  A 
situation  like  this  doesn't  arrive  very  often  where  we  have  the  opportun- 
ity to  actually  take  our  plans  off  the  drawingboard,  so  to  speak,  and 
put  them  into  practical  application  out  in  the  field.  We  may  all  expect 
to  see  great  technical  advances  in  modern  warfare  due  to  experiences 
gained  here  in  Vietnam." 

My  mind  did  not  have  to  travel  too  far  back  in  the  history  books 
to  know  that  the  last  time  man  had  an  opportunity  to  field  test  all  his 
technical  advances  in  warfare  was  in   1 938.    In  Spain. 

We  sat,  all  of  us  new-arrivals-in-country,  in  a  six  floor,  air  con- 
ditioned building  constructed  for  a  governmental  agency.  We  all  mar- 
veled at  the  comfort  it  offered.  It  wouldn't  be  for  us,  however ;  we  were 
just  there  for  a  two  day  orientation  on  some  of  the  problems  and  situ- 
ations that  exist  in  what  is  Vietnam  today.  All  the  floors  were  fully 
carpeted.  There  were  fully  lined  draw  drapes,  and  each  office  I  saw 
had  heavy  oak  desks,  brand  new  and  highly  polished.  The  desks  came 
with  black  leather  swivel  chairs.  Very  expensive.  There  was  a  leather 
couch  along  the  wall  and  an  oak  coat  rack  with  brass  fittings.  For  a 
moment  I  thought  I  might  have  been  in  the  Senate  chambers  in  Wash- 
ington, D.  C. 

When  we  broke  for  lunch,  I  rode  down  to  the  lobby  in  the  brand 
new  Otis  elevator,  which  was  also  air  conditioned.  I  passed  through  the 
beautiful  lobby  with  its  potted  plants  and  highly  polished  floors.  Two 
attractive  Vietnamese  secretaries  sat  at  their  cleared  desks.  Their  al- 
mond eyes   smiled  at  everyone   that  walked   past.     A   Marine   corporal 
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guarded  the  entrance;  starched  and  immaculate  he  was;  the  leather  of 
his  holster  looked  as  if  it  was  hand  rubbed  with  saddle  soap  every  evening. 

I  opened  the  glass  doors  and  stepped  into  the  oppressive  heat.  There 
was  a  narrow  street  lined  on  both  sides  by  a  high  wall  topped  with  jag- 
ged broken  glass.  The  road  was  barricaded  at  both  ends  by  fifty  gallon 
oil  drums  that  now  were  filled  with  sand  and  painted  a  gleaming  white. 
The  street  itself  was  very  clean,  and  the  white  oil  drums  shone  in  the 
sun.  I  passed  through  the  barricade,  past  the  guard  force,  and  stood 
silently.  This  street  was  alive  with  motorcycles,  bicycles,  jeeps,  Citroens, 
and  Renaults.  There  were  at  least  six  undefined  lanes  of  traffic.  A  cart 
and  horse  drove  by,  the  horse  seemingly  unconcerned  with  the  chaos  that 
surrounded  him.  The  cart  was  made  of  wood,  with  huge,  uneven  wood- 
en wheels.  It  couldn't  have  been  more  than  four  and  a  half  feet  long 
and  was  covered  with  some  type  of  thatched  material  that  served  as  a 
roof.  Inside  rode  a  family,  their  material  possessions  hanging  from  the 
side  of  the  cart  as  well  as  from  the  roof.  I  couldn't  count  how  many 
human  bodies  were  within  the  cart  itself. 

The  curbstone  of  the  street  was  painted  white.  Along  the  curb,  in 
the  gutter,  lay  the  garbage.  At  one  time  it  had  all  been  neatly  dumped 
in  a  pile,  but  by  the  time  the  people  had  finished  with  it,  sifting  it  with 
their  hands,  it  lay  scattered  all  along  the  curb  and  strewn  along  the  side- 
walk. 

The  trees  lining  the  street  were  covered  with  political  posters.  They 
were  all  the  same;  same  pictures,  same  words,  same  color.  No  one  stop- 
ped to  read  them.  Behind  me  the  stiff  guard  finished  his  coke,  crumpled 
the  cup,  and  tossed  it  into  the  street.  People  continued  to  pass  by  me, 
unseeing.    The  cup  was  crushed  by  a  Honda. 

"Yes,  Captain,"  I  thought,  "we're  very  fortunate  to  have  been 
given  this  opportunity."  Back  inside  the  building  it  was  cool.  I  noticed 
that  all  the  drapes  were  kept  tightly  closed. 

1 6  August  1 968 

Saigon,  RVN 
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The  American 


he  wasn't  anyone  especially  important, 
he  was  just  another  soldier  .  .  . 

An  American  went  to  work  today.  He  started  the  day  like  the 
rest  of  us — eyes  heavy  with  the  stickiness  of  Vietnam.  The  taste  of 
coffee  and  his  first  cigarette  were  probably  still  in  his  mouth  when  he 
left  his  billet  and  proceeded  down  the  muddy  street.  He  could  have 
been  anyone  back  in  the  States  going  to  work.  But  he  wasn't.  He  wore 
a  green  fatigue  uniform,  and  he  was  a  long  way  from  home. 

Back  in  Massachusetts  it  was  5  :30  in  the  evening,  and  people  were 
probably  coming  home  with  the  newspaper  under  their  arms.  It  was 
early  here,  though;  the  streets  were  coming  alive  with  sounds  of  voices 
and  the  hum  of  motorbikes.  The  bikes  were  everywhere;  they  dodged 
this  way  and  that  between  the  Renaults  and  jeeps,  like  ants  staying  one 
move  ahead  of  impending  disaster. 

The  motorbike  looked  like  all  the  rest.  A  slight  man  drove  it;  a 
young  girl  sat  sidesaddle  on  the  back.  The  soldier  wouldn't  have  noticed 
anything  different  about  them  even  if  he  had  seen  them.  As  it  was,  he 
was  walking  with  his  back  toward  them.  The  bike  drew  up  even  with 
him,  and  the  young  girl  with  the  long  black  hair  and  silk  dress  pulled 
a  .45  caliber  pistol  from  underneath  the  folds  of  silk  in  her  lap  and 
squeezed  the  trigger  three  times.  The  first  two  shots  caught  the  soldier 
in  the  base  of  the  spine.  No  doubt  the  powerful  kick  of  the  weapon 
caused  the  barrel  to  jump  up,  for  the  third  shot  hit  the  man  under  the 
left  shoulder  blade  and  penetrated  his  heart.  He  probably  didn't  feel 
anything  after  the  first  one  anyway.  He  probably  didn't  feel  himself 
fall  into  the  gutter.    With  the  water.    With  the  mud.    With  the  refuse. 

No  one  could  do  anything.  The  motorbike  was  gone — disappeared 
in  a  moment,  swallowed  in  an  anthill.  A  small  crowd  gathered.  Most 
people  ignored  the  whole  scene.  In  Vietnam,  if  you  don't  see  something, 
it  never  happened. 

You  may  have  read  about  it  in  the  papers  if  you  were  quick  enough 
to  catch  the  two  or  three  lines  that  were  devoted  to  the  story.  August 
23,  1967.    An  American  died  today. 

23  August  1968 
Saigon,  RVN 
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A  time  out 


where  a  barber  shop  provides 
a  brief  sanctuary  .  .  . 

I  had  half  a  day  off  yesterday  since  I  had  been  on  duty  the  night 
before.  I  had  already  decided  to  go  downtown  and  get  a  decent  haircut 
and  just  generally  relax  and  get  away  from  this  military  scene  for  a 
while.  It  was  about  I  :  30  in  the  afternoon,  siesta  time  for  most  of  the 
Vietnamese.  Almost  all  of  the  shops  were  locked  up  tight,  and  the 
streets  were  strangely  deserted  and  quiet.  The  thousands  of  motorcycles 
that  snap  and  snarl  at  you  most  of  the  day  were  docilely  parked  along 
the  curb,  and  the  usually  smoky  air  caused  by  their  exhaust  was  clear. 

I  parked  my  jeep  at  the  Brinks  PX  and  walked  one  block  to  Tu 
Do  Street,  which  is  generally  recognized  as  the  place  "where  it's  hap- 
pening" in  Saigon.  Back  in  the  States  you  may  have  heard  about  Tu 
Do  after  one  of  the  Senate  committees  was  over  here,  or,  perhaps,  after 
a  DAR  delegation  went  home  full  of  indignation.  You  would  expect 
after  hearing  all  the  horrified  talk  from  those  people  that  you  were  walk- 
ing into  the  Black  Hole  of  Calcutta,  liable  to  be  drugged,  waylaid,  and 
left  crumpled  in  a  dirty  alley  somewhere.  Actually,  there  is  quite  a  dif- 
ferent atmosphere  on  Tu  Do.  It  is  one  of  the  cleanest  streets  in  the  city 
and  is  lined  with  all  sorts  of  interesting  shops,  designed,  nevertheless,  to 
make  money  from  the  American  GI  and  the  wealthy  Vietnamese.  There 
are  an  art  gallery,  many  clothing  stores,  several  camera  shops,  two 
American-type  hamburger  snack  bars,  and  approximately  1 00  bars 
which  don't  really  come  to  life  until  after  8  p.m.,  and  seldom  when  it 
rains,  as  the  bar  girls  take  the  night  off.  The  bars  have  names  like 
Flower,  La  Boheme,  Flamingo,  Capitol,  San  Francisco,  Butterfly,  and 
King.  Catchy.  At  the  corner  of  Tu  Do  is  the  fully  air  conditioned 
Caravelle  Hotel  where  a  lot  of  the  reporters  sit  in  the  coolness  of  the 
bar,  writing  the  stories  that  will  appear  in  hometown  papers  across  the 
states. 

Lounging  on  the  corners  are  a  collection  of  "White  Mice",  the 
Vietnamese  police,  armed  with  .38  pistols  or  carbines,  on  the  lookout 
for  any  Buddhist  demonstrations  that  may  mysteriously  spring  from  no- 
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where.  There  are  cigarette  stands  selling  American  and  French  as  well 
as  Vietnamese  cigarettes,  one  cigarette  at  a  time  if  you  wish.  The 
White  Mice  seem  to  keep  the  street  relatively  free  from  beggars,  but 
occasionally  there  is  a  legless  man  holding  his  hat  out,  or  a  young,  worn 
woman  nursing  a  sore-covered  child,  sprawled  on  the  sidewalk. 

The  biggest  thing  on  Tu  Do  is  the  Saigon  Departo,  a  version  of 
an  American  department  store  selling  TVs,  Sony  closed  circuit  video 
tape  kits,  French  perfume,  dolls  that  really  cry  and  wet,  and  stuffed 
animals  imported  from  West  Germany  that  sell  for  $30.  In  the  back 
of  the  store,  but  separated  from  the  sales  section,  is  an  air  conditioned 
lounge  made  up  to  look  like  a  fancy  ice  cream  parlor  one  might  find  in 
Chicago  or  New  York.  Long-haired,  cigarette  smoking  youths  and  girls 
in  mini-dresses  mechanically  sip  their  cokes  and  watch  a  juke  box  that 
projects  an  image  of  the  group  whose  song  is  playing  at  the  time.  Candy 
machines  are  set  along  the  wall,  and  little  kids,  their  eyes  wide,  stand 
and  look  at  them  in  awe. 

The  place  where  I  go  for  a  hair  cut  has  many  facets.  Downstairs 
there  is  a  shoe  shop;  on  the  next  level  are  the  barber  shop  and  steam 
baths.  Out  on  the  patio  you  can  look  down  to  the  large  pool  where 
people  are  swimming  and  taking  the  sun.  On  the  third  floor  there  is  a 
massage  parlor  where  you  can  have  your  back  walked  on,  your  toes  and 
fingers  popped,  and  your  scalp  massaged  for  200  piasters. 

The  barber  shop  is  very  modern,  fully  air  conditioned,  and  has 
six  chairs.  As  it  is  siesta  time,  I  am  the  only  customer  in  the  shop.  The 
barber  chair  is  comfortable,  the  air  conditioned  room  isolates  me  from 
the  hot  outside  air  and  the  sounds  of  children  playing  in  the  pool  below. 
I  ask  for  a  scissor  cut,  refuse  a  manicure,  and  close  my  eyes  as  the 
stereo  tape  system  plays  Brubeck.  I  relax  completely;  I  can  almost 
imagine  being  home  looking  forward  to  a  special  date  for  the  evening, 
making  plans  for  a  dinner  or  show.  I  feel  like  I  could  sit  there  forever, 
my  eyes  closed,  listening  to  the  music,  feeling  the  deft  hands  hovering 
around  my  head,  trimming,  smoothing,  and  shaping  my  hair.  My  en- 
joyment lasts  for  forty-five  minutes,  and  then  my  idyll  is  disturbed;  the 
bubble  is  popped;  I'm  back  in  Saigon  paying  my  bill. 

Back  in  the  street,  I  pause,  listening  to  the  dull  thump  of  heavy 
explosions  from  B-52s  pounding  the  ground  at  least  thirty  miles  to  the 
northeast.    No  one  else  seems  to  pay  any  attention  to  the  noise.    Walk- 


sea  -  change 


ing  back  to  my  jeep,  I  am  approached  four  times,  three  times  to  buy 
"dirty  pictures"  and  once  to  buy  a  "number-one  girl"  with  air  condi- 
tioned room  thrown  in  for  400  piasters.  I  shake  my  head  each  time 
and  keep  walking;  the  pushers  follow  along  for  a  few  steps,  then  drop 
back,  seeing  someone  else  coming  along  they  can  try  to  sell  their  wares 
to. 

In  the  Brinks  parking  lot  there's  a  mud  covered  IVz  ton  truck  with 
the  words  "Chu-Chi  Express"  stenciled  across  the  radiator  and  "The 
Quick  and  the  Dead"  printed  under  the  windshield.  The  driver  stands 
on  the  running  board,  shirt  off,  sunbaked,  sweat  rivulets  already  dried, 
leaving  their  trails  on  his  dust-caked  face.  In  the  back  of  the  truck 
three  soldiers  stand,  their  backs  resting  against  the  cab,  helmets  tilted 
back,  black  jackets  lying  open  on  their  sweat-drenched  combat  fatigues. 
I  see  their  dull  black  M- 1  6  rifles  propped  against  the  side  of  the  cab. 
The  soldiers  stare  at  the  starchsd  and  pressed  uniforms  on  the  men  going 
into  the  PX,  laughing  and  talking  among  themselves.  The  ones  on  the 
truck  don't  say  anything;  they  just  stare  and  draw  on  their  cigarettes. 
I  wonder  when  the  last  time  was  that  they  had  been  able  to  have  a  hot 
shower  and  forget  where  they  were  for  a  moment. 

Outside  the  entrance  to  the  PX  little  children  are  selling  Viet- 
namese Christmas  cards.  The  cards  are  very  nice.  On  the  front  is  a 
peaceful  scene  of  Vietnam  embroidered  in  silk,  and  the  inside  extends 
warm  Christmas  greetings  in  English.  The  kids  hang  on  everyone  that 
walks  into  the  PX,  trying  to  sell  their  cards.  One  soldier  stops  and  talks 
with  one  of  the  kids,  trying  to  bargain  with  her  for  the  cards.  He  de- 
cides not  to  buy,  and  the  child  hits  him  twice  in  the  arm  with  her  sharp, 
clenched  fist.  She  looks  to  be  about  seven,  but  her  eyes  are  hard  and 
much  older  than  her  years. 

It's  October  26,  1967,  here  in  Saigon.  A  sign  posted  at  the  MP 
checkpoint  in  front  of  the  PX  states  positively  in  crudely  marked  letters 
that  there  are  but  sixty  shopping  days  till  Christmas. 

27  October  1967 
Saigon,  RVN 
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Perspective 


I  once  received  a  puzzle  in  which  the  pieces  never  fit  together; 
it  took  me  a  long  lime  to  find  out  that  it  Was  made  that  way  .  . 

I  came  over  here  on  a  Boeing  707.  Air  conditioning,  in-flight 
movie,  nice  meals,  stewardesses  trying  hard  to  smile.  I  had  all  the  new 
equipment  they  gave  me:  jungle  boots,  jungle  fatigues,  sun  glasses,  the 
whole  bit.  When  we  got  off  the  plane,  we  were  met  by  a  well-organized 
staff  who  herded  us  on  a  fleet  of  air  conditioned  buses,  windows  heavily 
screened  to  keep  out  grenades,  and  proceeded  to  the  replacement  center. 
It  was  rough  there.  We  didn't  have  any  hot  water.  After  a  day  or  so 
of  milling  around,  lying  in  our  hot  bunks  at  night,  listening  to  the  artil- 
lery fire  and  watching  the  flares,  we  got  sent  to  our  new  units. 

Since  that  time  I've  had  the  opportunity  to  walk  around  downtown 
Saigon  and  try  and  put  it  all  into  some  kind  of  perspective.  One  thing 
we  can't  buy  over  here  is  undershorts.  I  mean,  you  walk  in  the  PX,  and 
they  have  stacks  of  T-shirts  but  no  undershorts.  Well,  you  figure  maybe 
next  week,  but  they  never  come  in.  It's  the  same  with  aerosol  cans  of 
DDT  that  are  supposed  to  be  available  through  normal  supply  channels. 
Can't  get  it.  Take  a  walk  around  downtown  Saigon.  On  every  main 
street  they  have  these  little  stands  where  the  Vietnamese  are  selling  things. 
Need  GI  undershorts?  You  can  buy  them  from  the  stand,  still  in  their 
cellophane  packages  with  the  army  markings  on  them.  DDT?  How 
much  do  you  need?  US  Air  Force  sunglasses,  the  kind  that  sell  for  $5 
in  the  PX?  Walk  down  any  street  in  Saigon,  and  you  can  pick  up  a 
pair  cheap,  if  you're  willing  to  bargain.  My  buddy  bought  a  pair  the 
other  night  for  1 80  piasters,  which  is  the  equivalent  of  a  dollar  and  a 
half.  The  supply  is  endless:  lilghters,  pocket  knives,  cigarettes,  C-rations, 
raincoats,  jungle  boots,  fatigues  ...  if  you  don't  see  it,  just  ask. 

If  you  get  a  little  thirsty  you  duck  into  one  of  the  bars  on  Tu  Do 
Street.  The  lights  are  low,  but  the  decor  is  tasteful.  There's  an  air 
conditioner,  and  this  is  welcome.  In  the  background  a  stereo  tape  is 
playing  some  Wes  Montgomery,  and  you  relax;  it's  not  as  bad  as  you 
thought.    There's  a  table  and  you  sit  down.    After  a  few  seconds  a  girl 
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silently  approaches.  She  wears  a  mini-dress  because  that's  what  Amer- 
icans are  supposed  to  like.  She  holds  out  her  hand  and  introduces  herself 
and  asks  if  she  can  sit  with  you.  You  have  a  choice  of  American  or 
Vietnamese  beer,  and  you  wind  up  with  a  Black  Label  which  costs  1 00 
Piasters.  The  girl  is  strangely  attractive,  but  maybe  it's  only  because 
you're  not  used  to  this  country  and  its  people  yet.  She  wears  no  makeup 
except  for  some  eyeliner,  tastefully  applied  to  accentuate  the  almond 
eyes.  She  wears  her  hair  long.  As  is  the  fashion,  it  spills  over  the  back 
of  her  dress  past  her  shoulders.  There's  a  faint  hint  of  perfume  about 
her.  In  her  hands,  beautifully  manicured,  she  toys  with  a  straw  while 
trying  to  start  a  conversation. 

Out  of  habit  you  talk  to  her  in  the  broken  pidgin  English  that  is 
becoming  second  nature.  You  try  not  to  be  surprised  when  she  answers 
in  nearly  perfect  English.  You  ask  her  about  the  war.  She  tells  you 
that  everyone  is  tired  of  it,  that  she  used  to  live  up  north  where  it  was 
clean  and  quiet,  but  the  VC  drove  her  family  to  Saigon.  You  leam 
that  she's  been  studying  English  for  two  years.  She's  2 1 ,  old  enough 
to  remember  the  French,  but  she's  already  forgotten  what  little  she  knew 
of  that  language.  Every  night  from  6  until  1  I  p.m.  she  works  in  the 
bar  talking  to  soldiers,  for  which  they  are  expected  to  buy  her  Saigon 
Tea.  This  consists  of  a  shot  glass  of  coke  or  tea,  depending  on  the 
girl's  taste.  The  price,  which  fluctuates,  is  in  the  neighborhood  of  1  60 
piasters.  You  don't  mind  buying  one  or  two  if  the  girl  is  pleasant  to  be 
with  and  can  carry  on  a  conversation.  If  she  likes  you,  she  will  sip 
them  slowly  and  not  push  you  to  buy  another. 

She  tells  you  about  the  new  Honda  50  she  just  bought.  The  price 
was  48,000  piasters,  about  $406.  When  asked  how  she  saved  all 
that  money,  she  blushes.  You  ask  her  about  the  little  kids  on  the 
street,  selling  chewing  gum,  balloons,  cigarettes,  or  just  begging.  The 
kids  are  cute,  and  you  want  to  give  them  money,  maybe  a  nickel  or  so 
of  the  native  currency.  She  tells  you  how  it  is.  Most  of  the  kids  are 
forced  on  the  street  by  their  parents.  The  kids  are  merely  a  business 
investment;  the  business  grows  in  proportion  to  the  number  of  kids  the 
parents  have  begging  on  the  street.  The  girl  tells  you  if  you  want  to 
help  the  kids,  you  should  give  them  chewing  gum  or  candy,  never  money. 
She  thinks  that  then  the  parents  will  go  out  and  get  a  job.  Her  voice 
doesn't  have  much  conviction  when  she  says  this,  however. 
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Off  in  the  corner  there  are  some  loud  and  obviously  drunk  soldiers 
pawing  a  couple  of  girls.  You're  ashamed  for  them,  but  you're  mad  at 
the  same  time.  The  girl  tells  you  about  the  time  a  soldier  started  argu- 
ing with  her  and  wound  up  hitting  her  with  his  fist.  You  look  again 
at  her  delicate  face.    She  must  weigh  about  98  pounds. 

Two  booths  up  from  you  there  are  three  ARVN  soldiers  sitting 
in  their  jungle  fatigues,  sipping  the  local  beer.  None  of  the  girls  pay 
any  attention  to  them  because  they  have  little  money.  The  soldiers  don't 
look  up  when  the  girls  walk  past  in  their  mini-dresses  with  the  low  cut 
neck  lines.  You  wonder  if  the  effect  of  soft  scented  perfume  has  the 
same  reaction  on  them  that  it  has  on  you.  The  soldiers  don't  even  talk 
among  themselves;  they  just  stare  at  their  beer. 

I  ask  the  girl  what  happens  in  the  back  section  of  the  bar  where 
the  lights  are  even  lower  than  in  the  front,  and  curtains  separate  the  two. 
"Lovemaking,"  she  says.  I  translate  this  into  where  the  heavy  petting 
takes  place  and  where  the  guys  are  expected  to  buy  more  tea. 

I  suddenly  get  very  tired  of  everything.  I  excuse  myself  and  walk 
out.  It's  a  little  cooler  outside  now,  and  I  start  walking  up  the  street. 
The  little  kids  are  still  asking  the  GIs  if  they  want  them  to  watch  their 
jeep  while  they  go  into  the  bars;  the  comers  are  still  full  of  pimps;  the 
old  lady  is  still  selling  her  cigarettes  from  the  rickety  wooden  stand. 
Up  in  the  penthouse  of  the  Rex  Hotel,  the  sounds  of  rock  and  roll  music 
vibrate  to  the  street.  A  little  girl  in  a  pair  of  clean  but  tattered  pajamas 
wants  to  sell  me  flowers.  They're  the  first  flowers  I've  seen  in  Vietnam, 
full  blooming,  and  very  pink.  They  are  wrapped  attractively  in  green 
waxed  paper.  They're  very  pretty,  and  I  buy  them  on  a.  whim  for  25 
piasters.  Walking  to  the  next  block,  I  catch  a  cab  and  start  back  to 
the  billets.  The  cab  driver  asks  me  if  I'll  buy  him  some  liquor  at  the 
PX.  When  I  tell  him  no,  he  lapses  into  a  sullen  silence  and  drives 
with  reckless  abandon  through  the  heavy  traffic. 

When  I  get  out,  I  stand  there  for  a  minute.  It's  quiet,  the  moon 
is  bright,  and  the  sky  is  full  of  shadowy  clouds.  I  can  see  the  red  glow 
of  a  cigarette  from  the  guard  in  the  tower  by  the  billets.  I  look  down  at 
the  flowers  in  my  hand,  and  I  think  back  to  a  time  long  ago  ...  a  sum- 
mer night  on  the  Cape.  Little  drops  of  water  still  cling  to  the  buds,  and 
I  raise  them  to  smell  their  sweetness.  They  have  no  fragrance.  I  throw 
them  on  the  dirt  road  and  go  inside. 

29  October  1967 
Saigon,  RVN 
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promenade  for  nancy 

i 

Everything's  gone  queer 

Nancy's  dead. 

Her  body  sent  home  in  a  train. 

And  i  can  nolonger  take  the  yellow  choke  of  this  country. 

The  yellow  adobe  with  yellow  dirt 

The  yellow  dogs  that  scavenge  through  the  night. 

The  mud  funeria  parlor. 

The  black  slat  door. 

The  funeria  window  and  the  white  caskets. 

And  i  can  no  longer  take  the  dog  splashed  wall, 

The  red- tile  roofed  church, 

The  black  veiled  mother  devoted, 

The  rosary  sucking  daughter, 

The  evening  parade. 


II 


But,  i  still  see  her,  three  days  ago,  inGuadalahara. 

In  the  sleep  and  doze  of  the  afternoon  market  hall, 

Buying  flowers  and  toasted  honey  buns. 

The  quiet  of  the  peyote  stall 

Where  the  indian  showed  us  the  devil  fish 

That  looked  so  much  like  a  man. 


Ill 

And  it  seems  so  queer. 

Yesterday,  in  my  apartment  at  the  beach. 

Last  night  during  the  storm. 

The  night  i  dreamt 

The  night  i  waited  for  them  to  come 

The  night  the  white  liner  rode  it  out  in  Vallarta  bay. 

I  didn't  know. 

Waves  multiplied  up  to  the  house 

Spilling  in  through  the  back  door 

And  in  the  bedroom 

And  in  the  sea  roar,  the  salt  mist 

On  the  wet  cement  floor 

On  my  bed  in  the  corner. 

I  saw  the  storm, 

In  my  dream. 

Waiting  out  at  sea. 

And  everyone  running  away. 

IV 


And  now  everything's  gone  so  damn  queer. 
The  parade,  the  popcorn,  the  music,  the  band. 


The  dance  in  the  center  of  town, 
The  Sunday  night. 
The  round  and  round. 

Horns  and  popcorn  vendors 

Two  pesos  a  bag. 

They  go  round  and  round  and  round. 
The  girls  one  way,  the  boys  another. 

First  one  way-then  another. PROMENADE. PROMENADE. 

FIRST  ONE  WAY-THEN  ANOTHER-  PROMENADE  -  PROMENADE. 


comet 


finger  with  a  streak 
across  the  spinning  globe. 


A  clear  night, 
of  even  reflections, 
on  universe  and  river  stilled  water. 
For  my  test  of  faith  I  must  touch  a  star 
with  my  left  hand 

and  stir  up  its  image  with  ripples  of  cold  flowing  darkness 
in  my  right. 

Then  I  must  ask  no  more,  and  I  join  the  river  and  leave  the 
COMET. 

Bill  Snowden 


pleased  to  meet  you 

I  do  a  lot  of  studying  In  this  reading  room  near  my 
home,  and  It  seems  that  every  time  I'm  on  my  way 
there,  I  run  Into  this  same  student;  at  least  he  seems 
to  be  a  student.  He  has  a  pile  of  books  under  his  arm 
and  a  preoccupied  look  upon  his  face.  Beside  each 
other  we  walk  to  the  reading  room,  never  saying  a 
word.  When  we  arrive,  we  take  turns  opening  the 
door  for  each  other,  never  a  word  spoken.  I  go  to  a 
table  near  a  mirror,  and  he,  too,  sits  at  the  same 
table.  We  barely  acknowledge  each  other's  exist- 
ence; we  only  seem  to  imply  It. 

His  hair  is  an  unruly  mess,  which  he  seems  to 
train  to  stay  in  his  eyes.  His  half-grown  moustache 
Is  never  trimmed.  The  shirt  he  is  wearing  is 
bursting  at  the  belly,  and  It  restricts  the  movements 
of  his  shoulders.  I've  only  seen  him  wear  the  same 
faded  old  blue  jeans  with  loose  threads  hanging  at 
all  the  seams.  The  brown  boots  he  wears  are  worn 
at  the  heels,  and  the  leather  goes  unpolished. 

Every  time  I  glance  at  him,  he  too,  glances  up, 
and  both  our  faces  break  into  a  smile.  I  wonder  If 
he  also  feels  a  little  embarrassed.  I'll  go  back  to 
my  work,  just  as  he  returns  to  the  yellow  scrap  of 
paper  In  fron  of  him.  As  the  hours  pass,  more  notes 
pile  up  before  him  and  the  crushed  papers  of  his 
discarded  efforts  multiply.  A  cloud  of  smoke  is 
always  around  him,  and  the  ashtray  fills  up  quickly. 

The  end  of  his  pencil  Is  chewed  away  as  he  sits 
there  staring  into  the  mirror.  I  can  hear  his  feet 
tapping  away  to  the  music  in  the  background.  As 
I,  too,  look  into  the  mirror,  I  see  him  twice  and  a 
reflection  of  myself.  Once  again  our  eyes  meet, 
and  once  again  I  feel  embarrassed  for  no  reason 
at  all. 

As  he  rises  to  leave  the  table,  I  realize  the 
opportunity  that  has  been  given  to  me.  I  quickly 
glance  over  his  work  and  grab  one  of  the  discarded! 
crushed  papers.  My  mind  starts  reeling  as  I  read, 
"At  the  reading  room  I  can  study  in  complete  peace, 
and  the  only  thing  that  bothers  my  peace  are  my  own 
thoughts  and  desires.  They  rush  upon  me  and  refusa 
to  be  silenced  so  this  so-called  process  of  learning 
can  continue  and  let  me  complete  this  character 
sketch  once  and  for  all.  Even  now  I  should  be  talking 
about  this  fellow,  but  I  find  It  hard  to  devote  any 
time  to  him.  I  mean,  I  have  so  many  problems  of 
my  own.  I  don't  know  what  makes  me  tick.  M; 
thoughts  wander  to  questions  that  have  no  answers, 
and  they  never  concern  themselves  with  the  exacts. 
I  slay  dragons  that  don't  exist  and  woo  maidens 
that  no  longer  live  in  this  cold  and  barren  age..." 
I  see  him  returning.  I  must  hide  the  paper  and  a 
the  same  time  try  to  unravel  what  I  have  read;  U 
seems  so  hopeless. 


Why  do  I  find  It  so  hard  to  Introduce  myself  to 
him?  What  is  It  about  him  that  makes  him  seem  so 
alien? 

As  I  rise  to  leave,  he  also  rises  and  gets  ready  to 
leave.  We  both  take  our  books  in  hand  and  head  for 
the  door.  I  can  no  longer  wait  to  speak  to  him.  I 
turn  to  him  and  offer  my  hand  saying,  "Seeing  how 
we  keep  running  into  each  other,  we  should  at  least 
know  each  other's  name.  I'm  Walter  Godsoe."  He 
offers  his  hand  In  return  and  merely  says,  "So 
am  I." 


Walter  E  Godsoe 


today 


The  things  I  did  today 
vibrate  back  and  forth 
in  the  nothingness--the 
brittle  emptiness  of 

the  day 
To  shatter  the 


Tomorrow  is  hope. 


little  worm 


Once  upon  a  time  there  was  this  little  worm  that 
lived  In  a  hole  behind  some  bark  In  a  tree.  Now 
this  little  worm  wanted  to  see  the  world.  He  would 
climb  out  of  the  hole  and  on  to  a  twig  and  look  at 
the  world  from  his  perch.  He  watched  the  people 
and  animals  and  cars  and  children  and  houses  from 
way  up  on  his  very  top  branch  in  the  tree. 

He  told  his  family  that  he  wanted  to  go  down  the 
tree  (a  long  journey),  and  join  the  happy  lives  of 
the  people  below  them. 

"No",  said  Mother,  "it's  out  of  the  question. 
Why  you  would  surely  be  killed  among  that  giant 
mass  of  swarming  humanity." 

"Giant?"  questioned  little  worm.  "Why  I  can  see 
with  my  own  eyes  from  the  very  top  branch  right 
outside  our  doorway  that  those  humans  are  not  much 
bigger  than  we  are." 

"They  are,  dear;  it  just  looks  that  way  to  you. 
It's  the  distance." 

Little  worm  went  out  of  the  room,  out  of  the  hole, 
through  the  doorway,  and  out  on  to  the  very  top 
branch. 

"Hmph",  he  said  to  himself,  "giants  indeedl 
Those  people  are  not  much  bigger  than  I  am.  Aren't 
I  looking  down  at  them?    Can't  I  see  for  myself?" 

So  little   worm,   convinced  he   was  right,  started 
down    the    tree  to  the  exciting  life  below.    After 
several  weeks'   journey,   a  very  tired  little  worm 
plopped  down  from  one   of  the  low  branches  on  to 
the    ground.      He   got  up  brushing  the   dirt  off  and 
taking  a  sharp  pine  needle  out  of  his  left  middle  toe. 

Suddenly  the  earth  shook!   Little  worm  was  thrown 

to    the    ground    -    ("ouchl").       A  huge,   huge 

descended    upon    him.       It    was    a  foot.     SQUASH. 

In  his  last  moments  before  descending  to  worm 
heaven,  little  worm  could  hear  his  mother's  voice 
far  above  him. 

"I  told  you  so". 


Dawn  Beverly 


a  balloon  tale 


Characters: 

(Balloons) 
Jonathan 

Barnaby 

Susan 

Judith 

Lester 
Donald 

Mr.  Fisher— the  baloon  man 
Abby  and  Jamie  Mann— sister  and 

brother  aged  5  and  6  respectively 
Mrs.  Mann— the  childrens'  mother 

ACT  I 
Scene  I 


A  large  gray  room  is  filled  with  machinery — humming. 
A  converyor  belt  is  jerking  along  with  large  cartons 
of   balloons.      Inside   the   boxes   one  can  hear  small 
squeaks  and  rasps.     Let's  amplify  the  sound  and  see 
what  we  hear. 


Barnaby: 
Jonathan: 

Susan: 
Jonathan: 


Barnaby: 
Jonathan: 


Judith: 

Lester: 

All: 

Donald: 

Lester: 

Barnaby: 

All: 
Jonathan: 

Susan: 


Boy,    it's    crowded   in   here!      I'm   squashed.     Oof! 

Oh  my,  what  a  rough  tripl 

You  think  you  feel  badl     My  nose  itches,  and  I  don't 

have  room  to  scratch  it.     Hey,  Susan,  can  you  move 

over?     Yes,  you  can.     I  see  a  little  space  to  the  left 

of  you. 

No!      I  don't   want  to  move  over.    I  might  need  that 

room  myself. 

Please!    Ouch!    What  we  need  is  a  new  conveyor  belt. 

This    one   is  too  rough.     Hey!     My  nose  doesn't  itch 

anymore. 

I  wonder  where  we  are  golxxg  to  be  sold  and  how  soon? 

I  don't  know.   My  mother  and  little  sister  were  sold  to 

a  store  and  ended  up  at  a  wild  party.    I  guess  it  was 

fun  while  it  lasted.    They  got  popped  when  it  was  over, 

poor  things. 

My  brother  disappeared  one  day,  and  I  never  saw  him 

again.   I  wonder  where  he  is? 

You  guys  are  lucky.     You  are  whole.    I  have  a  little 

hole  in  me.   I  will  be  thrown  away. 

Oh,  poor  Lester. 

If  you  have  a  hole  in  you,  how's  ya  get  by  inspection? 

I  hopped  over  to  the  other  pile  when  #12890  wasn't 

looking. 

You  got  by  #12890?     Boy,  you  must  be  awfully  quick. 

Why,  #12890  Is  the  sharpest  Inspector  here. 

He  is;  yes,  he  isl 

Oh,  no,  my  nose  Itches  again.   Susan,  will  you  please 

move  over? 

If  I  don't  scratch  my  nose,  I  will  die. 

No,  I  won't.     None  of  you  talked  to  me.   Nobody  said 

anything  to  me. 


Scene  II 

Setting:  A    dark    room    filled   with   cartons.      A   door   is  opened, 

letting  in  a  slice  of  light.  Particles  of  dust  are  dancing 

in  the  light. 
Barnaby:         Psst.     Jonathan,  look  at  the  dust  dancing.    I  wish  I 

could  dance  like  that. 
Jonathan:        Yes,  nothing  in  the  world  dances  as  lovely  as  dust  does. 

Just  think,  some  day  we  3111  be  dancing  like  that  up 

in  the  air  on  a  string. 
Barnaby:  I  can't  wait  for  that  day.    It  looks  like  such  fun.   I'll 

never  be  able  to  dance  like  the  dust  does  though.   Hey, 
Susan,  look  at  the  dust. 
Susan:  (Mumbles  something). 

Barnaby:  What? 

Susan  Never  mind. 

Barnaby:         What  did  you  say? 
Susan:  (Loudly)  I  said,  don't  talktome.  You  didn't  yesterday. 

Why  should  you  today? 
Barnaby:         But 

Act  II 
Scene  I 

Setting:  A  large  truck  moving  along  a  highway.     It  has  been 

going  for  many  hours.   The  back  is  filled  with  cartons. 

In  the  cartons  are  our  friends. 
Jonathan:  Our  time  is  coming!    I  can't  wait  till  we  get  there.    I 

want  to  dance  and  fly. 
Barnaby:         We  must  be  near  our  destination  by  now.   We've  been 

riding  for  an  awful  long  time. 
Judith-  Sniff.. .doesn't  the  air  smell  funny? 

Barnaby:  Snlff...yes,    I   know;  it's  salt.     We  must  be  near  the 

coast. 
Donald:  I  had  a  cousin  who  went  to  Cape  Cod.   He  said  It  was 

an  interesting  place. 
Lester:  Oh  me,  oh  my.   I  don't  have  long  to  live. 

Judith:  There,  there,  poor  Lester. 

Susan:  (Brooding)  I'm  unloved. 

Scene  II 

Setting:  Dark  outside.     A  station  wagon  pulls  up  to  the  curb. 

On  the  right  is  a  park  with  a  tar  walk  down  the  mid- 
dle. On  either  side  of  the  walk  is  a  thin  garden.  At 
the  end  of  the  walk  is  an  incline,  and  at  the  bottom, 
in  the  center,  is  a  bandstand  surrounded  by  a  carpet 
of  grass.  People  are  milling  around,  and  the  band  is 
warming  up.  A  little  baloon  man  is  opening  the  back 
of  his  station  wagon  and  is  starting  to  blow  up  balloons. 

Barnaby:        Look!    Look!   We  are  next,  Jonathan. 

Jonathan:        Yes.   Yes! 

Barnaby:         Flying!    Dancing! 

Susan:  It's  not  fair.   You  go  up  before  I  do.   Nobody  loves  me. 


Barnaby: 
Jonathan: 

Barnaby: 
Jonathan: 
Susan: 

Barnaby: 


Susan: 

Jonathan: 

Barnaby: 

Susan: 

Barnaby: 

Susan: 
Barnaby: 

Susan: 

Jonathan: 

Susan: 


Scene  III 

Here  we  gol    I'm  getting  bigger.    Ylpel    I'm  going  up. 

Helpl   My  stomach  feels  funny. 

I'm  coming  up  too.   Boy,  this  Is  fun.   Wheel   Look  at 

me  float. 

I  feel  sick.   I'm  too  high. 

Don't  worry;  you'll  get  used  to  It. 

Helpl     Help!     I'm  going  up.     Why  did  he  put  me  up? 

He  doesn't  like  me  either. 

There,  my  stomach  Is  settling.    Wheel    Look  at  me 

dance:  1,2,3,4,  sidestep,  slide.   1,2,3,4,  sidestep,  turn. 

This  Is  harder  than  It  looks.  Hey,  Susan,  dance  with 

me. 

No.   I  don't  like  It  up  here. 

Oh,  go  on,  be  a  sport. 

Come  onl 

Oh,  all  right. 

Okay  now.   Left  foot  forward;  right  forward;  then  back; 

sidestep;  slide. 

I  suppose  so. 

Ready?    1,2,3,4,  sidestep,  slide.   Good.   Try  it  again. 

1,2,3,4,  sidestep,  turn.   Be  more  graceful.   Don't  hop. 

I  don't  want  to  do  this  anymore. 

Do  it  with  me.   I  want  to  dance,  too. 
Nol 


Exeunt 
Scene  IV 

Setting:  Jonathan,   Barnaby,  and  Susan  floating.     Lester  has 

been  thrown  Into  a  box  with  a  bunch  of  scrap  paper... 
(Quiet  in  the  audience  there.  This  is  Lester's  spot.) 
Lester:  Here  am  I,  Lester  H.  Balloon,  thrown  away  In  a 
trash  box.  Cast  off  like  an  old  shoe.  Why  did  God 
spite  me?  What  did  I  do  to  earn  his  wrath?  I  was 
always  good.  I  will  never  float,  happy  and  carefree 
or  never  know  the  reward  of  a  child's  laughter. 
I  am  humble  now  and  accept  my  lot.  I  bow  my  head 
in  shame  at  my  outburst.   I  die  in  peace. 

Exeunt 

Act  III 

Scene  I 


Setting: 


Mrs.  Mann: 
Abby: 


Same  place  as  before.   Mr.  Fisher  is  selling  Barnaby 

and   Jonathan  to  a  little  brother  and  sister  who  are 

jumping  up  and  down  excitedly.     Mother  Is  having  a 

hard  time. 

Children!    Children!    Calm  down!    Now  which  balloons 

do  you  want? 

I  want  the  pretty  one  up  theya.   Th'  one  that's  dancin' 

'round. 


Jamie:  I  want  th'  one  nex'  to  hers. 

Mrs.  Mann:   Mr.  Fisher,  may  we  have  those  two  up  top,  please? 

Barnaby:        Hey,  they  are  talking  about  us. 

Jonathan:       Here  we  go! 

Mr.  Fisher:  Heah  you  are,  kids.     Tie  the  strings  on  your  wrist 

so  you  won't  lose  them. 
Children:       Yes.   Mommy  tie  them  for  us. 

Scene  II 

Setting:  Barnaby  and  Jonathan  dancing  in  the  air  (almost  as 

good  as  the  dust)  to  the  music  of  the  band. 
Barnaby:        We  are  dancing  very  well.    What  a  view!   The  bank 

with  all  the  shining  faces  and  the  fog  spreading  its 

wispy  fingers  around. 
Jonathan:       Enjoy  It  while  you  can,  friend.    We  are  beginning  to 

run  out  of  air. 

Scene  III 


Setting: 


Barnaby: 
Jonathan: 


After  a  wild  ride  in  a  car  (Isn't  this  thrilling,  Jon- 
athan?), Barnaby  and  Jonathan  are  now  bumping  their 
heads  on  the  children's  bedroom  celling. 
Hey,    Jonathan,    my  head  hurts.      Got  an  aspirin? 
No.   Go  to  sleep.  Good  night. 


Scene  IV 


Setting: 

Barnaby: 
Jonathan: 


Barnaby: 
Jonathan: 
Barnaby: 


Barnaby  and  Jonathan  have  almost  run  out  of  air 

and  are  lying  on  the  floor. 

Our  time  has  come,  Jonathan. 

Yes,   we  have  had  good  lives  as  balloons.    Do  you 

believe  in  reincarnation?     I  will  join  you  in  our  next 

life. 

Yes,  see  you  as  a  paper  clip. 

Maybe.  Goodbye,  my  friend. 

Goodbye. 

They  collapse  and  die. 


Exeunt 


Epilogue 


Susan: 
Mr.  Fisher: 
Susan: 


When  the  band  concert  is  over,  the  balloon  man  Is 
ready  to  leave.  He  has  one  balloon  left.  All  our 
other  friends  have  been  sold.  Who  is  left?  Susan. 
Sniff.  I'm  left  all  alone.  I'll  die  alone.  Nobody  cares. 
Poor  balloon,  left  all  alone.  I'll  take  you  home. 
I'M  LOVED! 

Dawn  Beverly 
Exeunt 
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underworld  subconscious 

Through  the  blackest  mists  of  eternity, 

You  will  drift  in  the  final  journey, 

Over  the  edge  of  Ocean,  down  the  River  of  Woe, 

Where  Charon's  boat  takes  you,  and  you  row, 

Along  the  Cocytus  to  the  Gates  of  Hell; 

Tartarus  is  your  destination  with  a  soul  to  sell. 


Nothing  is  real, 

All  is  lost, 

Shadows  rule, 

The  Styx  is  crossed, 

To  where  Pluto  awaits. 
Pale  and  cold, 
In  meadows  of  asphodel, 
That  the  gloom  enfolds. 


Cerberus  stands  guard,  his  three  heads  glare, 

At  your  remains — go  naked  and  bare, 

Phlegethon  burns  and  sears  your  soul, 

As  you  approach  Pluto's  palace  atop  a  ghostly  knoll, 

And  the  Erinyes  judge  you  and  pass  it  down, 

That  in  fire  you  shall  eternally  drown. 

Nothing  is  real. 

All  is  lost, 

Shadows  rule, 

The  Styx  is  crossed, 

To  where  Pluto  awaits, 

Pale  and  cold, 

In  meadows  of  asphodel, 

That  the  gloom  enfolds. 


And  now  you  will  burn, 

For  it's  your  turn, 

To  bake — in  Pluto's  wake. 


Neil  S  Roth 


1920  's   illustration  by  Rutherford  Boyd 
The  Garden  Wall 


stopping  by  a  cemetery  on  a  sensible  evening 


Whose  graves  these  are  I  do  not  know. 
Their  flowers  are  quite  pretty  though; 
They  will  not  mind  my    stopping  here 
To  scent  the  petals  row  on  row. 

I  wonder  if  they  think  it  queer 
My  stopping  in  such  breathless  air 
Between  the  headstones  timely  spaced 
The  softest  evening  of  the  year. 

I  hear  no  one  begin  to  speak 
To  ask  just  what  it  is  I  seek. 
Only  flowers  address  my  way 
By  couching  life  in  dimples  sleek. 

I  would  stay  were  I  so  inclined, 
But  lam  of  a  different  mind, 
I  will  be  back  again  sometime, 


I  will  be  back  again  sometime. 


subway  no.  9 

floating  metallic  fetus 
of  debris  and  dereliction 
i  am  propelled 
thru  steel  bowels 

in  side  out  of  my  mind 
i  find 

vicious  black  words 
leap  from  cement  shrines 
devouring  my  flesh 

silent  flashing  scream 
of  electrical  discharge 
i  am  propelled 
into  smoglight 

in  side  out  of  my  mind 
i  find 

my  vicious  flesh 
leaps  from  grass  shrines 
devouring  black  words 


orgy  summarized 


I  ran  drunk  in  the  wine  of  absurdity 
Vomiting  your  lies  into  space. 


#1 

Beneath  the  blue  sky 
two  bodies  swell 
in  and  out 
imitating  the  tide. 

Unaware  of  the  encircling  water 
that  pauses  then  pounces 
upon  their  flaming  flesh. 

Suddenly  the  throbbing 

sting  of  salt 

pierces  faded  wounds 

dripping  blood  for  memories  to  drink. 

Drinking  and  drowning 
sinking  deeper 
into  the  drunken  depths 
of  the  cool  green  pool. 

Floating  toward  the  surface 
tangled  in  sea-weed  promises 
two  bodies  lie  laughing 
beneath  the  blue  sky . 


Ann  Crowell 


god  drops  out 


I  saw  God  today,  walking  down  Main  St., 

He  was  withered  and  brown 

His  wrinkled  face  framed  with  scraggly  gray  hair, 

His  bald  head  shining. 

He  held  a  wine  bottle  In  a  paper  bag. 
And  his  tired  eyes  turned  to  me  as  I  said, 
"HI,  God!    How  are  you?   You're  not  dead!" 
He  turned  to  walk  away,  but  I  grabbed  his  arm. 

I  offered  him  a  drink  at  the  Greymore 
As  he  stood  there;  He  popped  four  capsules 
And  consented  saying,  "O.K.  if  It's  a  double." 
I  followed  his  shuffling  body  Into  the  bar. 


II 

"You  probably  think  I'm  copping  out." 
(His  voice  a  little  anxious,  perhaps,  as  if 
he  didn't  really  care  to  talk.) 
"I  don't  know,  let's  discuss  It  further." 
"Discuss  it?  Indeedl" 

(He  bolted  down  his  drink,  wiped  his  chin  on  a  sleeve,  and 
I  ordered  a  bottle  to  keep  him  talking.) 
"The  fact  Is,  Pm  pretty  P.O.'d.  at  you  humans.  I  can't 
sleep  nights  from  the  racket  you  make  in  Vietnam. 
War!   War!   War!   No  one  hears  my  voice.   I  say  something 
monumental  (  and  I  have  to  resort  to  some  pretty  phenomenal 
acrobatics  )  and  it  goes  in  one  generation  and  out  the  cither. 
You  kill  one  another  (though  I  told  you  not  to);  you  ball  your 
neighbor's  wife  (thought  I  told  you  not  to);  you  do  everything 
I  told  you  not  to.   Time  and  again  I  sent  word  to  you.   My  son 
went  down  to  you!   Nobody  listens  to  me.   What's  a  god  for 
anyway?  I  give  you  the  secrets  of  the  universe,  and,  Instead 
of  using  them  for  some  good,  you  try  to  rule  the  world 
with  them.   Priests!   Rabbis!   Preachers!   Gurus!    CultlstsI 
Life  isn't  bad  enough  for  you,  you  have  to  Invent  Hell! 
damn!   Do  you  believe,  do  you  honestly  believe  I'd  create 
Hell?  If  I  did,  we'd  all  end  up  down  there.   Even  me.   Some- 
one would  figure  out  a  way  to  get  me  down  there  with  you." 
(A  big  swig  from  the  bottle,  wipe  on  sleeve), 
"so  you've  Invented  Hell.   What  do  you  do  with  it?  Why, 
you  tell  everyone  they're  going  there,  that's  what  you 
do.   You  pick  out  everyone  who  doesnt  conform  to  your 
society  and  when  your  conversion  attempts  fall,  you  scare 
him  to  death  by  saying  I'm  gonna  send  him  to  Hell!   Now 
why  Is  that?  I  wouldn't  do  a  thing  111c*  that." 


(He  begins  to  cry,  so  I  pat  him  on  the  shoulder). 
"There,  there,  get  yourself  together  old  being." 
(Suddenly  he's  angry). 

"You  say  I've  created  a  devil  just  to  keep  Hell  burning. 
And  all  the  bad  little  boys  and  girls  who  don't  mind  Mother 
Church  are  gonna  help  him  stoke  the  oven.   Damnation!   How 
you  gonna  keep  an  angel  In  HeU?   First  thing,  he'll  want 
more  workers.   They'll  form  a  union  and  go  on  strike!    Can 
you  Imagine  HeU  On  Strike?  Nobody'U  stand  In  line  for 
HeU.  It's  frustrating." 
(Sniff,  big  swaUow,  wipe). 
"Gotta  cigarette?   Thanks." 

(Snaps  his  fingers  and  a  lightning  bolt  burns  the  end  of 
the  Marlboro). 

"Hey!   You  guys  cut  out  that  racket  In  there,  or  I'U  t'row 
youse  out!!"  (The  bartender) 

"See  what  I  mean?   There's  no  sense!   No  meaning.  Where  else. 
In  the  history  of  man,  could  a  god  be  threatened  with  ex- 
pulsion from  a  bar  but  in  this  society?   I  got  Adam,  and  I'U 
get  you!" 

"Please.   Don't  rUe  him."  (I  grabbed  his  arm). 
"You  sUly  savage,  (wicked  grin)  Ha!   Hal   Hal   The  Greeks 
weren't  so  original  after  aUI" 
"Please!" 

"Oh.  O.K.   I  gotta  laugh  sometimes.   It's  pretty  hard  times. 
You  humans  have  made  a  mockery  of  me.   I'm  an  old  being;  I 
need  rest.  (Sniff,  swig,  wipe)  I  quit;  I  just  plain  quit. 
It's  no  fun  anymore. 
"Is  there  any  hope?" 

"Ha!   Ha!   Ha!   Of  course  there's  hope.   I'd  never  leave  with- 
out a  teensy  pinch  of  good  old  fashioned  hope.   Either  your 
kids  will  get  together  and  go  back  to  Eden,  or  you'U  blow 
yourselves  to  pieces.  Hu!   Ha!   Ha!   Use  that  H-bomb,  brother. 
Then  maybe  I  can  get  some  sleep.   Hal   Ha!   Ha!"  (slap  on  back). 
"And  where  wUl  you  go?" 
"After  this  drink  I'm  going  to  Venus.    Say!    You  want  to  some  along?" 

"Sure!   Why  not?  What's  left?" 

"Now  you're  talking.   Just  close  your  eyes  and  think  of  sweet  things. 

Damn!    That's  not  right.    I  know!    Take  my  hand  and  we'll  walk  right 

through  this  wall.... 


Gary  Clark 


poet's  lament 


Here  I  sit, 

Surrounded  by  my  answer  to  life, 

Poetry. 


A  wife  am  I, 

Now  lean  from  giving  birth 

To  volatile  verse. 

My  satisfaction,  temporary, 

As  I  search  for  renewed  conception, 

And  my  words  evaporate. 

A  harlot  in  a  world  of  love, 

The  pain  of  pregnancy! 

The  agony  of  life  living  within  me, 

I  struggle  to  hang  on  to  my  life 

So  that  my  child  might  survive. 

And  the  father? 
The  fathers  are  many: 

A  blue  sky  dripping  turquoise 
Over  a  golden  panorama  in  sand. 


The  burning  sun,  beaming  forth 
In  molten  shafts 
That  fill  my  heart 
With  white-hot  life. 

Grief-soaked  drops  of  rain 
Splattering  into  my  eyes, 
From  lonely  blankets  of 
Gray  cotton  clouds. 


The  sound  of  new  life 
Awakened  in  the  cry  of  an  infant. 
(Much  the  same  as  new  born  verse) 

The  electric  softness  of  a  smooth  cheek 
And  fiery  moistness  of  tender  lips 

kissed  in  love, 
A  hand  held  tightly  that  will  never  leave. 

These  are  only  a  few  fathers  that  have 

possessed  me. 
Yet,  I  gave  in  willingly. 
No,  I  seduced  them. 

I  lived  only  for  the  moment  of  seduction. 
And  with  birth,  I  find  I'm  only  pregnant  again. 
A  man  closer  to  woman, 
Than  woman  herself. 


Gary  Clark 


android  aggregate 

Restless  waves  crashing  upon  black  sand, 
The  ripples  of  the  great  deep  turned  to  silver 
By  the  platinum  moon, 
This  is  my  soul. 

No  home  for  the  waves, 

Where  is  my  home? 

I  do  not  know, 

There  are  so  many  homes. 

I  guess  where  I  lay  down  to  sleep 
Beside  my  woman,  is  home. 

Dark  winds  of  sea— torn  air, 

Invisible  cold  that  surrounds  the  darkness, 

This  is  my  mind. 

II 

"Family",  "Friends",  what  does  it  all  mean? 

A  free  spirit  can't  relate  to  a  society  of  automatons 

Where  every  robot  does  the  job  of  a  component. 

1  see  a  woman  outside  life,  changing. 
Woman!    Woman! 

Are  you  content  to  sit  back 

And  let  Society's  machine 

Dictate  your  beliefs  and  ideas  to  you? 


Will  you  sit  in  the  Iron  Chair 

Listening  to  Big  Brother  tell  you 

That  you're  a  prune 

And,  in  answer,  turn  into  a  prune? 

Turn  into  a  pumpkin  instead, 

If  you  dare. 

Will  you  allow  your  life  to  be  mechanized? 

Your  brain  to  change  to  machine  f? 

Your  heart  to  be  galvanized? 

Will  your  metal  skin  sparkle 

In  computerized  ecstasy 

When  Big  Brother  turns  his  organic  mainspring? 


You  think  I'm  terrible,  a  horrible  person; 

I  tell  you  where  it's  really  at, 

And  in  return,  I'm  rotten  to  the  core. 

But  I'm  justified  to'*be  like  I  am. 
I've  been  raped  by  an  apathetic , 
Mechanized,  Galvanized,  Silver-plated, 
Riveted,  Polished,  Programmed  Penis. 

And  now  my  mind  is  pregnant 
With  distaste  after  the  ordeal. 

My  poetry  will  not  be  mechanized! 

I  have  my  eyes,  my  ears,  my  mind, 

I  can  laugh,  I  can  cry, 

And  my  tears  won't  rust  my  guts, 

Put  a  soul  into  your  metal  body  at  least, 

For  a  little  love  is  very  human. 

Even  a  little  love  .., 

m 

I  fail  to  understand 

How  life  can  exist, 

Within  a  giant  computer, 

When  life  is  only  a  poorly  punched  card. 

Life  is  dying,  land  is  dying. 
Metal  takes  the  place  of  flesh, 
Electricity  replaces  the  soul, 
Atomic  power  replaces  love. 

Intelligence  is  feared  by  the  Computer, 

"The  Brains"  are  ostracized  to  a  lonely  life, 

I  see  Computer  Components  programmed 

By  the  Great  Computer,  to  do 

Computer  Work. 

And  the  places  of  programming  are  called  "Schools". 

Humans  reduced  to  machines, 

Their  eyes;  flashing;  are  flashing  lights, 

Blinding  me  with  their  blindness. 


You  will  kill, 

You  will  work, 

You  will  kill. 

You  will  study  hard  to  leam  how  to  best  kill. 

You! 

You  can  think! 
You  shall  die,  then! 

Thank  god  Christ  never  had 

To  be  crusified  upon  a  computer. 

It's  such  a  drawn-out,  un-noble  death. 

Iron,  Iron  Moloch, 

Ginsberg  knew  it,  too, 

Whitman  knew  it, 

Ferlinghetti  knows  it, 

I  know  it,  I  see  it,  I  can  touch  it, 

But  it  doesn't  touch  back, 

My  soul  exists  within  a  metallic  society, 

Burning  where  flames  are  not 

Allowed  to  burn; 

An  eternal  torch  set  upon  a  pile  of  garbage. 


Gary  Clark 


the  trusters 


All-Am?rican  Albert  rolled  over  and  waited.  He 
studied  the  cracked  plaster  ceiling  and  made  a 
progress  check  on  the  web  construction  projects  un- 
dertaken In  all  lour  corners.  Sunlight  crept  through 
the  room's  single  window,  and  he  watched  Intently 
the  dance  of  the  dust  particles.  He  considered  rising 
early  and  cleaning  his  sanctuary  but  quickly  rejected 
the  idea.  The  dust  would  only  settle  again,  and  the 
spiders  would  shortly  rebuild  their  ravaged  empires. 
He  glanced  at  the  clock  on  the  orange  crate  that 
served  as  his  night  table.  Five  minutes  to  eight,  the 
little  black  devil  told  him.  Five  minutes  until  Little 
Ben  would  signal  the  arrival  ol  today.  Sixty  minutes 
until  he  could  gain  access  to  postal  box  #275.  H  his 
luck  was  good,  seventy  minutes  until  he  could  once 
again  least  on  a  breakfast  of  home  fries  and  scram- 
bled eggs  at  the  Galveston  Diner.  Ninety  minutes 
until  he  could  proudly  give  Mrs.  Calvin  last  month's 
rent.  Little  Ben  cried  out  and  danced  around  the 
orange  crate.  Albert  stopped  the  dance  in  mid-step 
and  crawled  out  of  bed.  He  stepped  into  his  dung- 
arees and  pulled  on  a  red  flannel  shirt. 

After  blundering  through  his  copy  of  Adventures  in 
English  Literature  for  a  few  minutes,  he  considered 
trading  the  precious  volume  for  a  pot  of  black  cof- 
fee. However,  he  lied  to  himself  until  he  was  fully 
convinced  that  food  for  thought  must  take  precedence 
over  shallow  bodily  hungers.  Mind  saturated  and 
stomach  dehydrated,  he  glanced  at  the  clock.  Fif- 
teen minutes  to  nine,  Little  Ben  confided  to  him. 
He  rummaged  under  his  bed  until  he  found  his  old 
field  jacket.  He  noticed  the  dark  triangles  on  the 
sleeves  and  a  quick  vision  of  KP  and  guard  duty 
stabbed  at  his  heart. 

Albert  walked  toward  the  post  office  and  felt  the 
elements  around  him.  The  wind  had  picked  up,  and 
naked  trees  waved  to  him.  Tattered  leaves  raced 
around  his  feet  and  scampered  by  his  face.  He 
pushed  his  hands  deeper  into  his  pockets  and  hoped 
in  a  few  minutes  he  could  Invest  in  a  pair  of  gray 
cotton  gloves. 

He  entered  the  post  office  building  and  hungrily 
sought  out  box  #275.  As  he  approached  the  pigeon 
hole,  he  noticed  the  corner  of  a  brown  envelope 
through  the  tiny  view  glass.  His  fingers  shook  as 
he  turned  the  dial  and  fouled  the  combination  for 
the  third  time.  Finally  his  treasure  chest  opened, 
and   he   held   his    gold  in  his  hand.    He  said  a  silent 


prayer  of  thanksgiving  to  the  pagan  idols  of  the  U.S. 
Department  of  Education  and  the  G.I.  Bill.  People 
turned  and  stared  at  the  full-grown  man,  skipping 
msrrlly  out  of  the  building. 

Outside,  Albert  waved  back  at  the  trees  and  kept 
In  step  with  the  leaves.  He  raced  a  car  to  the  lights 
and  then  danced  across  the  intersection  as  the  light 
turned  red.  Man  triumphs  over  machine  once  again, 
he  thought.  He  sauntered  into  Charlie's  Grocery. 
The  mingled  scents  of  fresh  ground  hamburg  and 
lawn  fertilizer  swirled  around  him.  The  sight  of 
shelves  packed  and  stuffed  with  all  of  man's  dally 
desires  filled  his  eyes.  The  old  man  looked  up  from 
his   broom.    He  smiled  when  he  recognized  Albert. 

"HI  ya,  kid,"  he  said.  "Whadda  you  need  this 
time?  Dried  prunes  or  a  loaf  of  bread?  I  got  some- 
thing new  for  you  today.  Smoked  herring,  only  39? 
a  package.  Keeps  good,  and  It's  real  filling.  Makes 
a  good  little  meal." 

"You  eat  it,  Charlie,"  Albert  laughed.  "But  cash 
my  check  so  1  I  can  get  some  real  food  will  you?- 


Charlle  stepped  back  and  held  his  broom  defen- 
sively. He  watched  Albert  intently  and  spoke  through 
clenched  teeth. 

"I  don't  cash  checks  for  nobody,  kid." 

Albert  shook  his  head  and  smiled.  "Come  on, 
Charlie.  The  check's  okay.  Uncle  Sam  wrote  It 
himself." 

The    old   man  raised  the   broom   higher ".      "Stay 
back!      1  don't  care  who  wrote  the  damn  thing.    The 
answer's  no!" 

Mildly  amused,  Albert  walked  back  Into  the  windy 
street.  He  always  considered  Charlie  a  little  weird, 
anyway. 

He  walked  down  Main  Street  and  watched  the 
pigeons  pick  through  the  scraps  of  human  existence 
in  the  gutter.  When  he  looked  up,  he  found  himself 
about  to  walk  right  through  the  plate  glass  window 
of  Riley's  Package  Store.  Mrs.  Riley  waved  at  him 
from  behind  the  cash  register.  Albert  remembered 
how  she  smiled  whenever  he  came  in  to  splurge  on 
a  pint  of  Four  Roses  or  a  few  cans  of  Bud.  She'd 
certainly  cash  his  check,  especially  If  he  made  nis 
purchase  first.  He  walked  through  the  magic  doors 
and  saw  sunlight  cascading  off  rows  of  bottles  and 
cans.  Abuzzer  announced  his  arrival,  and  Mrs.  Riley 
smiled  broadly. 


■"Well,  hello,  Albert.  My,  you're  looking  chipper 
thM  morning." 

"HI,  Mrs.  Riley.  Your  look  fine  yourself.  Could 
I  have  a  pint  of  Black  and  White,  please?" 

"Of  course."  She  took  the  small  bottle  from  a 
shelf  behind  her  and  tucked  it  neatly  into  a  paper 
bag.  Albert  waited  until  she  had  rung  up  $1.95  on 
the  cash  register. 

"Ah,  all  I  have  is  a  check." 

Mrs.  Riley  drew  a  deep  breath  and  opened  her 
eyes  wide.  For  a  moment,  Albert  thought  the  old 
lady  was  going  to  faint. 

"Why,  Albert!  You  mean  you  don't  have  any 
money?  I'm  shocked!  Imagine,  a  nice  boy  like 
you...tisk  tisk." 

She  removed  the  bottle  from  the  bag  and  replaced 
it  on  the  shelf.  The  bag  was  folded  neatly  and  re- 
turned to  the  little  locked  drawer. 

Ashamed  of  himself  and  wondering  why  Albert 
returned  to  the  crowded  street.  The  sun  had  hidden 
behind  a  cloud,  and  the  sky  came  to  match  his  present 
mood.  He  mumbled  aloud.  "Where?  Where  In  the 
heU...?"  His  face  split  into  a  broad  grin.  "Sure! 
You  want  food,  you  go  to  a  grocery  store.  You  want 
booze,  you  go  to  a  package  store.  You  want  money, 
v.ou  go  to  a  money  store!" 

He  dashed  across  the  street  to  the  First  National 
Bank  of  Galveston,  reveling  in  his  newly  found  know- 
ledge and  disregarding  the  sounded  horns  of  outraged 
drivers.  Inside  the  bank,  long  rows  of  cages,  graced 
by  pretty  faces,  greeted  him.  He  sauntered  merrily 
up  to  the  first  cage. 
_  "May  I  help  you,  sir?"  Pretty  Face  #1  chirped. 
"You  sure  can,  miss.  Will  you  cash  this  for  me?" 
He  passed  the  check  to  her.  Pretty  Face  did  not 
even  look  at  it. 

"Do  you  have  an  account  with  us,  sir?" 

"Well,    no.       I    ah. ..well,    that   is,    I   moan,    I..." 

"I'm  sorry,  sir.  We  cash  checks  only  for  our 
depositors.   I  am  sorry." 

Albert  turned  and  saw  a  sone-faced  security  guard 
approaching  him.  Trying  to  appear  casual,  he  ran 
out  of  the  bank  as  fast  as  his  legs  could  carry  him. 

Rain  was  falling.  Monstrous  droplets  pelted  Al- 
bert's head  and  ran  down  his  nose.  He  blew  the  water 
from  his  upper  lip.  Discouraged,  but  far  from  beaten, 
he  entered  the  Farmer's  Bank  of  Galveston.  He 
walked  slowly,  feeling  the  steam  rise  from  his  wet 
clothes.  The  air  told  of  perfume,  cigar  smoke,  and 
cow  manure.  Pretty  Face  #2  smiled  at  him  from  her 
cage.  Surely,  such  a  sweet  face  must  lead  to  a  kind 
and  gentle  heart.  She  would  take  pity  on  this  poor, 
reiected  wretch  of  a  man. 


"Miss?   Please  cash  my  check.   Please?" 
Pretty  Face  #2  turned  to  granite  and  pointed  to  a 
small  white  sign  by  her  window. 

'CHECKS  CASHED  ONLY  FOR  OUR  DEPOSITORS' 
Albert   looked  from  the  sign  back  to  the  girl  and 
eyed  her  smooth  throat  hungrily. 

"Can  you  spare  a  dime  for  a  cup  of  coffee,  lady?" 
"I'm  sorry,  there's  nothing  I  can  do." 
Resisting  an   impulse   to  tear  up  the  sign  and/or 
destroy  the  world,  he  left. 

He    stood   in   the  rain  and  thought.     Water  soaked 
through  his  clothes  to  his  skin  and  chilled  his  bones. 
"I'm  cold;  I'm  wet;  I'm  tired;  I'm  hungry;  and  I'm 
mad."     he  mumbled.    He  looked  up  and  saw  the  Gal- 
veston   Bank    and   Trust    Company   leering   at   him. 
"And  now  I'm  gonna  get  that  damn  check  cashed." 
With  vengeance  in  his  heart  and  desperation  prod- 
ding him,  Albert  entered  the  building.   He  disregard- 
ed the  people  milling  around  under  the  bright  lights. 
He    walked    up    to    a    teller's  window  and  smiled. 
"HeUo.        I'd    like   to   open   a   savings   account." 
"Certainly,  sir."     Pretty  Face  #3  pushed  a  short 
form    across   the    counter   to   him.      "Just  fill   this 
out,  please." 

Albert  filled  out  the  form  and  passed  it,  along  with 
his   dog-earred   check,    back  to   her.      "Put   half  of 
this    in   my  account   and   give    ma   the  rest  in  cash, 
please." 

"Of  course,  sir."  Pretty  Face  #3  did  exactly 
as  she  was  told. 

Albert  took  the  cash  and  caressed  it  lovingly.  He 
took  the  bright  red  account  book  and  slipped  it  back 
to  her. 

"I  want  to  close  my  account." 
"What?      What   do  you   mean?"      Pretty  Face  #3 
stammered.    "You  can't!" 

"If   you   don't   stop   asking  foolish   questions   and 
give    mo   my   money,    I'm  going  to  call  the  police." 
"Well,  I..." 
POLICE!!!" 

She  gave  him  the  rest  of  his  monwy.  With  a  smile 
on  his  face  and  a  song  in  his  heart,  Albert  walked 
out  under  the  rainbow. 


James  Branch 


at  sunset 


The  time  to  see  the  dunes  In  Provincetown  Is  when 
the  sun  is  setting.  The  dunes,  white  in  the  day,  are 
now  red,  and  his  face  glows  with  their  color.  We  sit 
behind  a  hill  of  sand  so  that  we  see  what  the  wind 
does,  but  we  do  not  feel  it.  To  watch  the  gulls  is  a 
fascinating  thing.  One  lands  near  us  carrying  a 
large  fish  in  his  beak.  Within  five  minutes  the 
bird  has  cut  It  In  two.  He  takes  the  head  Into  his 
mouth  and  half-swallows  It  and  we  can  see  the  great 
bulge  In  his  throat.  The  gull  has  a  look  In  his  eyes 
as  though  he  says,  "If  I  do  not  swallow  this  fish's 
head,  I  will  die."  We  laugh,  and  the  gull,  with 
some  trouble,  flies  away.  I  run  sand  through  my 
fingers  and  think  about  time.  He  says  that  one  can 
only  build  sand  up  to  a  certain  peak  and  no  higher, 
for  then  it  will  collapse.  Tnte  may  well  be  true, 
but  It  doesn't  matter.  He  says  that  we  should 
leave  quickly  before  the  dunes  begin  to  lose  their 
color.  They  are  so  beautiful  now,  and  he  says  that 
it  will  be  sad  to  have  to  see  them  become  less 
beautiful.  We  get  up  to  leave  and  as  the  wind  now 
hits  my  face,  I  think  that  the  gull,  by  this  time,  has 
swallowed  his  fish. 


horse  ride 


his 

hot  flesh  beneath  me 

straining,  driving. 

hoofs  furiously  punish  the  dry  ground. 

his  breast  muscles  pull 

-  up  and  back  - 

my  body  moves. 

both  of  us, 

mindlessness. 

straining,  driving, 
unity 

in  motion, 
unity 
in  sweat. 

together  in  mindlessness  ... 
free! 


Noel  Benjamin 


for  a  day  of  rest 


Something  heavy  on  my  mind, 
an  d  no  one  can  hold  the  weight. 

The  sun  is  no  longer  warm, 
an  d  the  rain  is  no  longer  soft. 

If  only  I  could 


step 


down 


fron 


this 


stage; 


For  a  day  of  rest. 


Sandra  M.  Farrell 


friday  afternoon  Happies 


Today  I  helped  a  stranger  along 

He  said  that  he  felt  he  should  pay  me  but  I  said  he  was  wrong 

I've  got  the  Friday  Afternoon  Happies, 

I've  got  the  Easter  Morning  Memories. 

Although  I  hadn't  a  penny  to  spend 

I  replied,  'Be  on  your  way  home;  just  say  I'm  your  friend,' 

I've  got  the  Friday  Afternoon  Happies, 

I've  got  the  Christmas  Nightime  feeling. 

Have  you  ever  been  invited  to    join  with  others? 

Have  you  ever  been  invited  to  join  with  others? 
Do  you  remember  how  great  it  felt  to  be  asked? 
Well,  it's  even  better  to  ask  than  be  asked. 
I've  got  the  Friday  Afternoon  Happies 
No  more  Monday  Morning  Blues  forme. 

Have  you  ever  known  the  'Fool'  on  the  Hill 
He'll  let  you  do  just  what  you  want,  and  you  will 

Everyday  I  learn  to  live 

Learn  to  love  and  learn  to  give 

I've  got  the  Friday  Afternoon  Happies 

I've  got  that  Christmas  Nightime  Feeling. 


Gary  Morris 


We  are  the  only  ones  who  are  able  to  give  each 
other  what  we  really  want. 


two  wars 


out  of  the  warm  cities 
of  believing  minds 

our  Father  right 

and 
hail  Mary  wrong 
ran  off  to  war 

Right  ran  left 

and 
Wrong  ran  Right 
and  they  met 

Together 

on  the  same  day 
in  the  same 

Night 
to  die  for  a  false 
freedom  of  lies 

for  love 
America 

and  plastic 

Pies 


-J/ 


John  Tracy 


a  note  to  the  keeper  of  the  death  gate 


I  once  had  a  friend, 

So  young  and  fair. 

She  dreamed  of  dreams  tomorrow, 

While  deep  below  you  wait  for  her. 

Plotting  death  inside  your  lair. 

You  belched  and  smoked, 
And  hissed  and  steamed, 
Till  all  was  quiet  once  more. 

You  took  to  the  earth 
That  which  from  it  came 

With  no  feeling  of  guilt  or  shame. 

Begone!  Depart!  You  monstrous  heart! 
You  have  taken  their  pride,  their  joy. 
You  played  with  life  and  pulled  it  apart 
Just  like  it  was  a  toy. 

For  you,  I  harbor  no  sympathy. 

For  you,  I've  only  hate. 

For  you  have  dashed  her  hopes  and  dreams, 

And  you  have  closed  the  gate. 

And  you  (you  cruel  and  vicious  beast!), 
You  have  sealed  her  fate. 

Les  Dee 


in  my  life 


In  my  life, 

I've  found  it  abounds  with  empty  feelings, 

From  half-hearted  handshakes 

To  forced  hellos  and  goodbyes. 

You  see  a  friend 

And  of  course 

(But  of  course,  it's  the  only  thing  to  do) 

You  say  hello 

And  he  says  hello. 

Maybe  neither  wanted  to, 

But  to  enjoy  the  silence  of  day 

Would  be  a  cruel, 

A  very  vile  thing. 

Perhaps  the  tainted  yellow  farewell 

Would  be  better  with  warmth  and  feeling, 

And  remembrances  of  things  past. 


John  Koumoutseas 


thoughts  are  with  me 


Lying  here  smoking- 
cannot  sleep; 
listen  to  the  heater, 
to  my  heart  beat. 

Flicking  my  ashes 
in  an  empty  flower  pot, 
resting  my  cigarette 
on  the  bed  post. 

Realizing  the  relations 
of  love  seeds 
planted  in  everyone; 
also,  in  me. 

Eyes  are  tired  and  red, 
my  body  is  aching, 
my  mind  is  whispering- 
affectionate  numbness. 

Thoughts  are  with  me 
but  I  am  unable 
to  grasp  and  clutch  them 
into  my  breast. 

My  mind  is  wandering, 
retrospective  for  future, 
only  now  the  heavens  lie 
with  me  in  bed. 


in  the  end 


In  that  final  hour 
we  all  held  hands- 
some  of  us  prayed, 
some  of  us  cried, 
the  rest  of  us  kept  silent 

At  this  last  showing 

we  all  knew  that  we  were  not  ready, 

we  needed  more  time  to  think  about  it. 

Time  to  ask  everyone  to  forgive  us 

and  time  to  summon  all  of 

our  courage. 


Just  before  the  end 

we  gripped  hands  tighter 

we  did  not  know  whether  to  look 

up—  to  the  sky,  or  down  to  the  ground; 

for  we  all  cared 

except  for  those  who  did  not  care  at  all. 

In  that  dark  and  final  hour 

we  all  knew,  as  if  we  were  one, 

that  everyone   of  us  had  to  leave 

—we  were  afraid... 

but  the  end  came  easy, 

we  all  held  hands. 


WOST  WW  WEAPOU 


sea  change 
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Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies: 

Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 
Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes; 

Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 
But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 
Into  something  rich  and  strange. 
Sea  -nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell: 

Ding-dong! 
Hark!  now  I  hear  them, -Ding-dong,  bell! 

-W.  Shakespeare 
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